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THERE HE IS-- 
HE'S THE BRAINS 
BEHIND THE 
COUNTERFEIT 
RING/ 
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WHY, YOU DIRTY, 

LITTLE TWO-TIMING 

SQUEALER/ I'LL. 



UM' 
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BLACKHEADS 
"PETJATE" 

Say Men, Girls 
in Choosing Date 




tyWffltiDWi 




WRECK TYSON.PHOFESSIONAL HATCHETMAN, HAD LATCHED OHTO A CUNNING RACKET— TRAFFICKING 
UNDERWORLD CHARACTERS WHO RATED REWARDS. YETWRECK TYSON HAD THE REPUTATION OF BEINB THE 
MOST HOSPITABLE CRimtAL IN GANGLAND, ESPECIALLY /F THE "HEAT'OF THE SOON WAS MATCHED BY 
THE PRICE ON H/S HEAD/ THEN ONE WOULD SET YOU A HUNDRED THAT WRECK'S 'iSUEST'WOUD TURN 
UP AT THE POLICE STATION— DEAD OM ARRIVAL / 



The man who will shelter a "hot" gunman is a 
godsend. the underworld trusts him and loves 
him. take the case of the weldon brothers who 
pleaded with w reck tyson to get them out of 
the country. 




IT'S ALL ^Y GREAT/ DIDN'T I TELL YOU 
ARRANGED / ■ WRECK TYSOM, COULD FIX IT, 
YOU LEAVE ^K BOB? WHERE ARE WE 

IMMEDIATELY f ^ HEADED FOR, WRECK: 






AH HOUR LATER, DETECTIVE 
SWART KYLE PA/0 A VISIT TO 

THE MORSVE. . . 

I HEAR YOU'D TvES/ BUT THEY 
BEEN TRAtUNsI GAVE ME 
THE WELDON VSUP A FEW DATS 
BROTHERS % MOf WHO DtD YOU 
FOR A WEEK, 
KYLE 




CHARACTER BY THE WWRECK 

NAME OF WRECK TYSON./) TYSON ? 

SEEMS TO MAKE THE /HE HAS A 

DELIVERY OF WANTED J RECORD, 

CORPSES A HOBBY/ ^HASN'T HE? 




EVERYBODY KNOWS J A DOZEN MUfi- 
TYSON ISN'T ULY- / DEfiEO HOODS, AL 
PURE/BUT HE'S 4 SHOT IN THE BACK 
DOING A SCAVENGER?) IS REAL SCAV- 
ENGING 




TEH MIHVTES LATER, AS THE 
POLICE AftfllVEO WITH WRECK TYSON , 

TO VIEW THE BODY. . . | "" E?qJ 



I WAS BRINGING HIM / YOUfcE WEAR 

rn, when he got / ins that stort 
suspicious an'put\ thin, tyson / 
up a fight/ it was/ you've used 
the Same gag 
the last three 
times you applied 

REWARD n§2* 




SnO/trLT AfTER, QQwttTVWN . . 



WBECK'S SOIN' TO TAKE YOU I— », 
ACROSS THE 8A1 TO A HIDEOUT/ 
HE FEELS BAD ABOUT " 
HE DON'T WANT YOU TO GET 
BUMPED OFF LIKE DANN' 





Jack Tos*eK'S onw skill was a »«ow- 

IBOGfi OP HOW TO PULL A TIUGSBt- HOW 
TO AIM A SUN AT A MAN'S BACK' AM 
MAM- AND CATCH HIM 8Y SURPS'S& i FOR 
/^STANDS, "Alt CONCHTiONtNG" FXAKk jtlKe 
<YAS ALL IN THE PAY'S WCWK OF A S**S 

. F exea/Tvo*£* .' kacktpsnek, ojNse cm^ik 

AND CSKP OP /MOSCtS , WASOW-' A LOW.* 
HATCHET/HAN/ HOW COUiO HE QREAW, w*m£ 
WAITING TO KILL FRANK JBlKE , twAt tm* 
/Wi/KOfi* WOUtO LEAO TO H'S APPCiST.vSMT 

AS... RACKET KIMS/ 



WHEW! ITS STIFLING IN HERE 
NEXT TiME I COMB EAST, 

Ai'AHfe MY RESERVATIONS I 

AOVANCE AND GET ' 




WfTHTME 78IBUTB H£ COUCCTEC HACK 
MUSCLED IN 0« TVS WEST COAST 
RACKETS, SETTING UP 8® GAMBLING 
0IV6S AW WIRE ROOMS — 





A WEEK LAJSK, HACK TQRNSR WAS TKE UNCROwHtD KMGQF 
WE WEST C04ST RACKETS. OWE WAVWS, XQWBVEB. ue 
WO -4 VISITOR f«(JM THE E«T... 




Pacific Limited 



on september 220p, 19ft, at approximately 
five minutes to sit. in the late afternoon, tub 
pacjfic limited fulled out of denver. to 
complete: its Run to the west coast, a ship- 
ment OF 3t I, SOO.000 NESTLED IN THB SAFE IN 
THE MAIL CAP-. AND BESIDE IT, IN A PLAIN 
WRAPPEP., RESTED A PACKAGE OF DEATH 

AND DESTRUCTION. HALF AN HOUR L, 

TWff TRAIN RUMBLED OVER THE 
COLORADO COUNTRYSIDE... 




GLAD TO SEE YOU, 
MR. BORNAY' THESE 

ARE MY BOYS...STU. 

MICKEY, ROKIE, 




v^ftfilVING AT HIS DESTINATION, BORN A/ 
MOUNTED FOUR FLIGHTS OF RICKETS 
STAIRS TO THE TENEMENT ROOM OF 
MELVIN CLAPPER... 





AAY GREATEST '" 














JECTED, CLAPPEF 








^PEMEMBER.IT 


ABOUT THOSE . 


■> DOWN AND A ME *, ON THE 22 1"! THE <? 




\ THE EASIEST 




LISTEN' IT'9 Y WHAT 1 LATE AFTERNOON 11 






WHILE WE WERE 


WORTH $1,000 J YOU < TRAIN' I WANT IT V 






IN STIR ' I J 


TO YOU ' J WANT \ PLACEO IN THE MAIL \ 


SEE THAT ff 




OUGHTA Y 


V^ A METO 1 CAR SAFE, WITHOUT 1 


IT'S PRO-Y 


IN THE CLEAR.' j 
























U \ UNDERSTAND! H 
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IN THE DAIS TfJAr.'FOU OWED, BORNAfS 
E*.PER!5t*CED HANOS LABORED OVER THE 
CONTENTS OF THS IMPORTANT PACKAGE... 



IRE BIG DAY ARRIVE-O, ANO BORNAV OFUVSMDTHE 
PACKAGE ACCORDING TO INSTRUCTIONS. THAT 
AFTeKNQQr. AT ABOUT &*tF— 




YOU GUVS ' GET THOSE 
FAKE PLATES ON ■ 
we've got to 

GET POLLING ' 



SOME OF THE PASSENGERS (WIGHT SPOT US.' 1 
THAT BOMB ISN'T GOING TO WRECK THE 
WHOLE TRAIN,.. JUST THE MAIL CAP/ 
EP A WATCH OUT K" 
DO YOU SEE IT "> 




\ GOOO .' THAT MEANS WE'LL \ 

j BE ABLE TO KE6PUPW1TH A 

"! LET'S SEE... G-.QS!^J$ 

, TWENTY MINUTES y. 

"iOR£. BOVS ' J , 




v4N0 AS THE SEOAN SPED ALONG rue 
HIGHWAY. ALONGSIDE THE PACIFIC LlflAllBD. 
AIELWW CLAPPER ALSO TOOK NOTS OFTHE TIME... 



I CAN'T GO THROUGH WITH ^'OFFICE*') 

THATTRAIN THAT JUST PULLED OUT' 

IT'S GOT TO BE STOPPED.' THERE'S 



POLICES OFFICE 

SIGN A \ SUT HOWl 

CONFESSION. ../THERE'S NO 
TELL VOL! -»-^TEL5GF»A°H 
ABOUT ALL \ABOARO, AND , 
MV OTHERyiT DOESN'T -^ 
CRIMES ! \ PASS THROUGH 
BUT YOU'VE ANOTHER. 

GOT to VTOWN ■■— 

STOP T AFTER 

THAT 
TRAIN 





WAIT.' OUS.THE MArl CA» 
GUARD, HAS A SON WHO'S 
A DISC- JOCKEY/ GUS KEEPS / 
A PORTABLE RADIO WTH 
HIM ALLTKETIMBTO ■*_ 
LISTEN TO HIM ' HE'S ON T 
THE A'R BETWEEN 6^00 J 

AND , -^L 

7:00.' ) IT MAY BE WORTH ^ 




IN A MAO RACE WITH DBA7H, MELVIN CLAPPER KOD£ 
ALONG WITH POLICE CHIEF KENDALL , AST" 
SECONDS TICKED BY DANGEROUSLY... 




BORNAf SAID NOTHING COULD GO 
WRONG. 1 THE DIRTT, FILTHY SWINE 
IW GETTING OUTTA HERE ' - " 
A V6R-V SPECIAL 
JOB TO DO ' 



Meanwhile, back in Denver... 





I HOW YVJE FQUND deRRMAN'S NAME AND TELEPHONE 
\ NUMBER IN YOUR -ABANDONED APART/WENT, ' 
) BORNAV .' WE CALLED THE NUMBER Ar 1 - 
FOUND <T TO SE THE IMPERIAL HOTEL 
LOOKS LIKE WE ARRIVED JUST 




. , HAVING BEEN FOUND GUILTY \ 
vWELVtN CiAP-lOF THE AfiUfOEROF RICHARO/ 
PER SIGNED IDERRMAN, X SENTEf — 
A CO/VFESS/ONI YOU, CALVIN BORNAY, 1 
TO ALL HIS \ THE GAS CHAMBER C 
CRIMES, BUT 
FOR CQ-OPER- 
AltDN, RECEIVEO 
THE MINIMUM 
SENTENCE. 
CALVIN 
BORNAi'S 
TRIAL CAME 
TO AN 
ABRUPT 
0NO ON 
NOVEMBER 




GRIM VENGEANCE 



The night was windy, wet with J cold drizzle, 
when Detective Jerry Kirk slammed up the steps at 
the 8th Precinct station house. There wis just time 
to say "hello" to hi* brother Len before the latter 
went off duty. Jerry welcomed the chance, because 
now they wouldn't be seeing each other much, since 
they were just switched to different shifts. He eased 
the door open, thrust in his fiery red thatch of hair. 
while a ready grin cracked across his freckled face. 

Jerry"* brother, standing with another man close 
beside him, tamed quickly. Jerry got a look at the 
other fellow and nw why he stood so dose. A circle 
of steel glittered about his wrist, binding him prison- 
er to the tall detective. A mountain of a man, with 
dose-bunched, burly shoulders, he stood in sullen 
silence, his tmtll, ratty eye* half, veiled by drooping 
lids. Jerry frowned. Something vaguely familiar _ '. . 

'Take a good squint, bud," Len grinned, as he 
swung the prisoner into better view, "It's the last 
time you'll see him — I hope. Three-time loser. This 
time, if we send him up, it's for keeps." He smiled 
at his younger brother's puzzled scrutiny. "Don't 
remember him, huh? Well, be his changed some 
since you batted each other around at Public School 
nineteen. He's ..." 

" 'Mitts' Brown!" said Jerry, as recognition flamed 
in his eyes. Sure, he knew him. Bully, tough kid — 
in a school where all kids were tough. Jetrj remem- 
bered — remembered how he'd fought the roughneck, 
older, bigger than himself, when he | 
smaller boys. 

They glared at eadi other, eyes blaring in fierce 
renewal of a boyhood hatred. Jerry asked: "What've 
you got on him?" . 

"We picked Mitts up on suspicion." Len answered. 
"Think he pulled the silk-loft job two nights ago. 
Mitts and a couple of other mugs. Shot up the 
watchman, left him for dead. Cot away with a truck- 
load of silk. Twenty grand, maybe more." 

Jerry asked: "Where are you taking him now, 
Len?" , 

"Memorial Hospital. The watchman's pulling 
through. Conscious now — ought to be able to iden- 
tify this mug." 

Jerry muttered a hasty goodby and skipped nimbly 
up to the locker-room. There, he crossed to the win- 
dow. He pushed back the shade and peered out. 
Down below he saw that Len was just coming out 
wjth his burly charge. As they walked down the 
steps and stood waiting at the curb, an indulgent 
smile pulled at Jerry's wide mouth. It was like Len 
— a little careless, maybe— to stand there, unmindful 
of the rain, wink a driver brought the squad car 



around from in back. 

But Jerry's face, as he watched, went suddenly 
white. He'd seen something else! Something that sent 
him clawing madly at the window, suhile he stared, 
fascinated, at the scene below. The window truck— 
then shot up with a bang. 

"LenT he screamed wildly. "Look out!" 

Too late! The big sedan had sidled up, almost 
reached the two men at the curb. Something gleamed 
caught the light, as the front window slid down. A 
silencer-fitted pistol It went plop fainth/, and a wfop 
of smoke curled from its ugly snout. 

A groan tore from Jerry's throat as he saw hi* 
brother go down, raking Mitts Brown with him. Len 
got his gun out, but before he could shoot— the 
"dewalfc P ' St01 Sp ° ke ,Sain " Ua sIum P e<i °* th « 

For one brief instant. Jerry glimpsed the whit*, 
tip-tilted face of his brother. Blood was welling from 
a hole between the eyes. Then Mitts Brown, still 
cuffed to the murdered detective, seized the lifeless 
body .n hti brawny arms. He leaped bodily toward 
the yawning rear door of the sedan. 

As the motor thundered its song of power, Jerry's 
.sS kicked sharply against his sweaty palm. The 
sedan's rear window shivered to splinters. He emp- 
tied his gun, firing at the tires. But the death car 
skittered around a corner and was gone in a burst 
of frenzied speed . . . 

, . . One hour later, Jerry was at his station in the 
"sterfront district. One big shed held his interest 
He could see nothing wrong. He shrugged and started 
to move on. Then, still unsatisfied, he turned back, 
sent his flashlight once more flickering over the old 
weathcrbeaten hulk. He nodded. The padlock, no 
doubt, was what had caught his eye. It was shiny. 

That, in itself, was not suspicious, but he stepped 
nearer to inspect it. His feet made a muddy track to 
the wide double doors. Jerry's eyes flared wide, and 
a pulse hammered in his temple. His tracks stood out 
with utmost clearness. Why? Because the area in 
front of the doors had felt the recent strokes of a 
broom! Two lanes, running out into the roadway, 
showed unmistakable marks of the bristles. 

The answer was obvious. A car had entered this 
warehouse, shortly after the rain, and its muddy 
tue-prints had been scrubbed out deliberately! 

Jerry's brain rocketed. Did he have the killers of 
his brother Len bottled up in there? It seemed an 
unbelievable stroke of luck. And yet, everything 
pointed that way. It was somewhere near here that 
Hie prowl cars had lost their quarry, A perfect place 



for [he hoodlums to hide; probably, in fart, where 
they'd stored the loot from the silk-loft job. 

Jerry picked his way to the side of the shed, seek- 
ing a point of entrance. Cautiously he used his flash, 
peered for a spot where rotting boards had fallen 
away, It wasn't till he'd reached the water-edge that 
he lound such a hole. There, just where the shed 
went out into the river on piles, an upward thrust of 
■ die light showed a gap in the wooden flooring. 

Clambering out over the swirling, murky waters 
on the piksbraCCS, he maneuvered till the hole was 
just over his head. No ray of light filtered down. Ner 
sound, save the taffy churning below, reached his 

He heaved upward through the jagged opening. 
If anyone waited, mncealed in the pitch-black gloom, 
this was thefr chance. Nothing happened. He strug- 
gled to his feet msrde the shed, rubbed dust from 
his eyes. He dragged oat his service gun, held it 
clutched in his right, while his left fingered the flash. 
He was not alone. Some inner sense gave him 
II lifted the hair at the back of his neck, 
but did- not place Ins enemies. They might be any- 
where, before him, behind, at his sides. One gleam 
of his Hash and he'd be .1 target. He paused, snilhng 
I or the odor of burned gasoline. 

Tense though he was, he wasn't prepared for what 
happened. Directly ahead two lights Hashed on. The 
(win eyes of a car. He Winked, dazzled, tried to hurl 
himself out of their range. 

But he crashed head-on with a shadowy figure 
that leaped to meet him. Stunned by the jarring im- 
pact; Jerry nevertheless swung his gun in a blind- 
circle, it (hunted solidly against bone. Even as he 
stumbled off-balance from the force of the blow, he 
hnew one man was out of the fray. 

"Get Tm, you lugs!" husked a voice from the car. 

Jerry went rigid. That man— Mills Brown! A red 
mist swirled in his eyes as he lunged toward [he 
lights. His .38 thundered. The windshield showered 
in a thousand pieces. 

Searing pain lanced Jerry's shoulder. He wheeled. 
That shot hadn't comc^from the car. Across the fan 
of light a crouched man held a smoking gun, was 
triggering another shot. Jerry lurched sideward and 
lead whistled wide. His own gun spoke, sent the 
fellow groveling on his face. Blood gushed from the 
hole in his head. 

An animal snarl ripped from Jerry's throat. One 
man left-— Mitts Brown. He reeled toward the glar- 
ing headlights. But. even as he did so. the engine 
roared. Rubber whined as the var leaped forward. 
Like a howling juggernaut, it hare down on the 
detective in its path. 

If he could wed™ himself in a corner— But the 



A few packing-cases lay strewn about, but. they'd 
splinter like matchwood. The roaring car was close 
upon him when he turned to run. He raced madly 
toward the river-end of the shed. 

The rending crash of wood told him his trick had 
worked. The lights swerved in a wide arc. Rubber 
screamed as the tail of the car whipped around 
Jerry looked back. The right front wheel had gone 
through the rollen flooring over the water, and the 
car was trapped. 

Mitts Brown !" yelled Jerry. "Come out with your 
hands up!" 

Instantly a storm of slugs blasted from the car. 
In the uncertain light Jerry made- a poor target, but 
the lead came close. He flung himself behind a 
flimsy packing case. It. wasn't much protection, but 
Jt screened him. He poked out his bead, snapped 
two quick shots. The car had swung round so that 
the driver's door was within range. Not much chance 
of piercing the heavy steel, but . . . 

A howl of agony answered his fire. Then all was 
Still. Jerry waited. It might be a trick. He did a 
curious thing. Two shots remained in Ins police .}8. 
He d fired four times — but he quietly removed the 
empty shells and reloaded the chambers from the 
reserve cartridges in bis pocket. 

Warily he rose-. Orange flame jetted from the car 
.-•rid white-hot pam stabbed )eny"s thigh. Mitts Brown 
had faked the wound. The detective's servfa a 

rJ Jerry's mouth as a hoarse yell 
of inumph echoed from llie car. Mitts Brown tum- 
bled out, came racing forward, an automatic jutting 
I rum his hand. Jerry waited, standing erect. Brown's 
face, cut by glass, was a mess of gore. It added hor- 
ror to the blood-lust in his eyes. 

"Now, smart guy!" he screamed. leveling the gun 

po.ul-blank. "Here's where you get it! Your gat's 

empty. I counted the slugs." His laugh ripped Mt. 

1 wo Kirks ns one day! I've always haled the breed. 

.And now I'm wipin' 'em out!'' 

His linger whitened" on the trigger, but Jerry's 
^ sp,,ke first. The killer clutched al his mau c led 
hand. Amazement stained his face; then terror." 

"Don't!" he shrieked, backing from Jerry* 
ful gun, "Don't! Pinky got your brother— I didn 
You got Pinky! I . . . " 



ge- 



, Mm 



Th,. 



. jer 



Wild-eyed, he kwke. 



do that!" The detective limped forward, blood soak- 
ing from shoulder and hip, "I'm a cop — not a 
killer! But, before they fry you, you'll wish a thou- 
sand times I'd finished you quick. It's a mistake to 
kill a cop—especially if his name's Kirk! You made 
your own date with doom." 

Grim satisfaction wreathed Jerry's face as he put t 
the nippers on He knew what Len would have said 
— almost, it seemed he could hear him say it; 

■'Good work, bud!" 

THE END 




'FROM WHAT I KNOW OF THE 1 


F IT MIGHT NOT 1 


CASE, FLEMING DIDN'T SEEM 1 


I SEEM THAT WAY, 


LIKE THE KIND WHO WOULD TRY] 


M BUT THIS 13 


SOMETHING LIKE THIS ALONE fj 


"^HCW IT CAME^" 




*v^ (_ ABOUT /f 


-^ ^^^^P^*fc~~~Z, 


^^^^^ < 


■^SfevL^Tv _r * JrtTJ*^/'" 1 "' 




- 1 |\ 








fe" 


/(/ 




Z/j 


^PS^v,^ \ 


' — 2L/ 


%^ Psts^j 








SURE, SURE i TB 
BUT IT SEEMS AS~ 
THOUGH TOU COULD 
MAKE A HEAL HAUL 
' ONCE IN A WHILE 
INSTEAD OF THESE 
PETTY JOBS YOU 
PULL/ 




THUS THEY EVOLVED THE DEATH SCHEME. ..THREE 
DAYS LATER »HtS. FLEMING BOARDED A TRAIN TO 
VISIT HER BROTHER IH 3/HSHAMTOH, HEW M»W — 
WHILE FLEMIN G STArED TO BRING ABOUT MS 'OWN 
DEATH'/ ' 




"After fiMffiffi saw his wife 

OFF, HE STARTED ON THE Fimi 
STEP OF THE CAfiEFiXAf U lQ PLAN' 
f THERE ARE USUALLY U - 
^PLENTY Of THEM ALONG 
\JYS. TRACKS HERE/ „ 





"ONCE FLEMING NAD S/VEN THE HOBO A M/Cr.- 


aON-T HAVE TO WAIT LOW FOB IT TO WOftK." 


1 THERE/ NOW I'LL JUST SUP MY ^ 


1 RING ON ► 


<; FiNrtFP ann «v /J^. ^^^^ 


KwALLET If* 


" ls ™"" J /^k^^l 
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The next Moft/vme, Fleming went our and 

BOUGHT A PAPER ANO PUSHED BACK TO HIS ROOM, 
EASE* TO REAP HIS OWN DEATH NOTICE. " 




Trying desperately to sol\ 
DILEMMA, me BURNED MAN HAD 
fINALLY REGAINED CONSCIOUSNESS- 



"The Hoeo woke up . . everything I ^^^^Ks^NS mckntw 

>INFLAM£S/ HE SAW A WINDOW i WAS THAT HE HAD TO GET 

1 DOVE THROUGH / iMHf FROM THE FLAMES. 

; HE RAN DOWN A STREET. . . 




'fLL CALL "E" Tn£HE ON 
CHANCE THAT 'LgMING HASN'T 
eOTTEN IN TOU;H WlTM 
TET. . . SHE WAV KNOW 
ABOUT THIS 




vv The bonds we bought for our 
countrys defense bought and 
helped equip our farm!" 




Mr. Whatley inspects a beehive 
on his 202-acre Georgia farm. 
"My wife and I wouldn't own a 
farm, clear, today," he says, "if it 
weren't for U.S. Savings Bonds, 
They're the best way to save." 



Charley Whatlsy lays. "Mrs. Wlial.Iey and 
I joined the Payroll Savings Plan in HM3. 



"$4,000 in bonds bought us our farm and 
hmiw, more bond* went Tor a new (.ruck. 

r.'IVi^.T ■ [itiii cir'trlrif range. We're still 

holding abom. if I. MOIMji bun. is. Iilverybody 
should buy U. S. Savings Bonds!" 



Hie Whatleys' story can be your story-.too ! 



Your dream can come true, just 
Whatleys' did. Start now! It's eat 
take these three aimple steps: 

1. Put saving first before you even draw 
your pay. 

= 2. Decide to snvi; a regular amount system- 
atically. Even small sums saved this way 
become a large sum amazingly soon! 

3. Start saving by signing up today in the 
Payroll Savings Plan where you work. 



You'll be providing security not only for 
yourself and your family, but for the free 
way of life that's so important to ua all. 



U. S. SAVINGS BONDS 
ARE DEFENSE BONDS- 
BUY THEM REGULARLY! 



An Amazing Invention -"Magic Art Reproducer" 

DRAW The First Day as zsss? 

You Can Draw Your Family, Friends, Anything From REAL LIFE— 
Like An Artist... Even if You CAN'T DRAW A Straight Line! 

Anyone can Draw With This 
Amazing New Invention — 
Instantly! 




Alio Copy Any Pic I u re - Can Reduce or Entorge Any Piduiel 
Yes, anyone from 5 to 80 can draw or sketch or paint any 
thing now. . . the very first time you use the "Magic Ar 
Reproducer" like a professional artist — no matter hov 
"hopeless" you think you are! It automatically reprod 
anything you want to draw on any she ' 
easily and quickly follow the lines' of tl 

with your pencil... and you have an 

drawing that anyone would think an artist had do: 
makes drawing larger or smaller as you wish. Anyon 
use it on any desk, table, board, etc. — indoors 
No other lessons or practice or talent needed! 
Hove fun! Be populai! Everyone will ask you to draw them. 
You'll be in demand! Aft. r a short time, you may find you 
can draw well without the "Magic Art Reproducer" be- 
cause you have developed a "knack" and feeling artists 
*" —which may lead to a good paying art career. 

SEND NO MONEY! 

Free 10-Day Trial! 



SI. 98 with outer 



FREE! 



NORTON PRODUCTS, Dept.7108-A 

296 Broadway, New York 7, N. Y. 



FREE 10-DAY TRIAL COUPON! 



NORTON PRODUCTS. Depl. 7108-A 
296 Broadway, New York 7, N. Y. 

Rush my "Majtic Art Reproducer" plus FREE HTus- 
li-med guide Simjdr Secret* of Art Triek* .,( ttw Trail,. 
I will pay pnslmnn on delivery only SI.!'* jilus coBrap... 
I must he convinced IhnL I run draw nnyll.MiK Mr "■ 
Hrlist. or I run return merchandise nftl-r 10-day trial 

Address. 

City & Zone , State 

D Chwli here if you wli-h lo snyi> postaee hy sending 



